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ACT i* 



SCENE I.— A View of Calais, the Sea, and the 

English Camp. 

Enter RiBAUMotfT, and La Gloihe< 

RibaumonL 

Thus fkr m safety. Alf is hush. Our subtle air 
of France quickens not the tetnperament of the 
enemy. - These phlegmatick English snore out 
the night, in as gross heaviness as when theijr 
senses stagnate in their own tiative fogii, where 
stupor lies like lead upon them, — ^which the muddy 
rogues call sleep. We have nearly pass'd the en- 
trenchments ; — the day breaks*-*-LA Gloire ! 

La Gloire. My commander ! 

Ribaumont. Where did you direct our marineri^ 
to meet us, with the boat? 

La Gbnre* Marry, I told 'em to meet us with 
the boat at the sea-shore. > 

Ribaumont. Vague booby ! at what point ? 

La Gloire. That's the point I was coming t6, 
my lord ! and if a certain jutting put ^ of land, ii^ 
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the shape of a white clifF, with brown furze on its 
top, like a bushy head of hair over a pale face, 
stand where it did 

Ribaumont. East of the town : — ^I have mark'd 
it 

La Gloire. Look you there now ! what I have 
hunted after, a whole day, to fix upon, hath he 
noted ^thoitt labour. Oh ! the capacious head» 
of your great officers ! — No wonder they are so 
careful of 'em in battle ; and thrust forward the 
pitiful pates of the privates, to be mow'd oflF like 
a parcel of daisies. — But there lies the spot — and 
there will the mariners 'come. We are now with- 
in ear-shot ; and, when they are there, they will 
whistle. 

'Ribaumont. And, tiirthey give the signal, hfefe, 
if there be aught of safety to be pick'd from dan- 
gei-, is the least dangerous spot to tarry for them. 
We are here full darly. 

La Gloire. I would we were not here at alL 
This same scheme of victualling a town, blockaded 
by the enemy, is a service for which I have littl? 
^petite. ' 

■Ribaumpnt Think, La Gloire, on the distress of 
<mv country In^n-^the inhabitants peFishing with 
hunger 

Jm Gloire. Truly^ my lord! it doth move the 
bowels of my compassion. Yet, consider your 
risk — consider your rank ! Tlie gallant Count 
Ribaumont, ftower of chivalry, ^ream of the 
French army, and commEOider of his regiment, 
turn'd cook to the corporation of Calais! — carv- 
ing his way to glory, through stubble*rump'd 
capons, unskinn'd imittou, raw veal, and vege- 
tables ! — ^and, perhaps, my lord ! just bef^ we 
are able to serve up the meat to the town, in 
comes a raw-boned Englisbman, and runs hia apit 
through your body. 
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RihdumonL Prithee, no more objections- 
La Gioire. Nay, 1 object not, — I ; — ^biit I have 
served your lionour, in^nd out of the army, babe^ 
boy, and fnan, these five and twenty years, come 
the next feast of the Virgin ; and Heaven forefend 
I should be out of service, by being out of my 
master! 

Ribaummt. Well, well, I know thy zeaL 
La Gioire. And yet your English rapier is iai 
marvellous sudden dissolver of attachments. 'Twill 
sever the closest connexions. 'TwiU even ivhip 
you, for ever, friend head from his intimate ac- 
quaintance; neck and shoulders, before they have 
time to take leave :— Not that I object ; — yet men 
do not always sleep. The fat centinei, as wc 
passed the out-pOst, might have waked with his 

own snoring ; and- 

Ribawnont. Peace! Remember your duty tome; 
to your country. 

Yet, out, alas ! I mock myself to name it. 
Did not these rugged battlements of Calais; 
This tomb, yet safeguard of its citizens, 
Which shuts the sword out, and locks hunger in ; 
(Where many a wretch^ pale, gaunt, and famine^ 

shmnk, 
Smiles, ghastly, at the slaughterer's threat, and dies :) 
Did not these walk — like Vulcan's swarthy arms. 
Clasping sweet beauty's queen — encircle now, 
Within their cold and ponderous embrace, 
The fair, yet, ah! I fear, the fickle Julia, 
My sluggish zeal would lack the spur to rouse it. 

La Gioire. And, of all the spurs in the race of 
moitality, love is the only true tickler to quicken 
a man's motions. But to reconcile a mistress by 
victualling a town ! — 'Well ; dark and puzzling is 
the road to woman's aftection ; but this is the first 
time I ever heard of sliding into her heart through 
her palate ; or choking her anger, by stopping her 
mouth with a meal. An this pantry fashion of 
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wooing should last, woe to the ill-fayour'd ! B^au-' 
ty will raise the prioe of provisions, and poor ug- 
liness soon be starved out of the country. 

Ribaumont. This enterprize may yet regain lier; 
Once she was kind ; until her father s policy, 
Nourish'd in courts, stepp'd in, and check'd her 

love. 
Yet 'twas not love ; for true love knows no check : 
There is no skill in Cupid's archery, 
- When duty heals a love-wound. 

LarGUnre. But, dear my lord ! think on the 
great danger, and little reputation—— 

RibaumofU. No more \ mark me, La Gloire ! As 
your officer, I may command you onward : but, in 
respect to your eai'ly attachment, your faithful ser- 
vice, ere you followed me to . the army, if your 
mind misgive you in this undertaking, you mve 
my leave to retreat 

La Gloire [amazed'}. My lord } 

Ribaumont. I say, you are free to return. 

La Gloire. Look'e, my lord ! I am son to brave 
old Eustache de St Pierre ; as tough a citizen as 
any in all Calais : I was carried into your lord- 
ship's father's family (your lordship being <hen 
but just bom) at six days old ; a mere whelp, as a 
body may say. According to puppy reckoning; 
my lord I I was with you three days before I 
xrould see. I have followed you through life, 
frisking and trotting after your lordship ever 
since : and if you think me, now, mongrel enou?gfa 
to turn tail, and leave my master in a scrape, why, 
'twere kinder e'en to hang me up at the next tree, 
than cut me through the heart with your suspi* 
cions. 

Ribaumont No, La Gloire, — ^I- — — 

La Gloire. No, my lord ! 'tis fear for you 
makes me bold to speak. To see you runninj 
your head through stone walls for a woman — an< 
a woman who, though she be an angel, has (sav- 
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ing your presence) play'd you but a scurvy sort 

of a ^jade's trick ; and 

Ribaummt. 'Sdeath, villain ! how dare your 
slanderous tongue to— but 'tis plain — ^'tis for thv 
own wretched sake thou art thus anxious — drivel- 
ling coward ! 

La Gloire. Coward! — Cow Diable! — a 

French soldier, who has the honour to carry arms 
under his Christian Majesty, Philip the Sixth, 
King of France, called coward ! Sacre bleu ! Have 
I already served in three campaigns, and been 
thump'd, and bobb'd about, by the English, to be 
call'd coward at last ! O that any but my com- 
mander had said it ! 

Ribatmont. Well, well, La Gloire, I may have 
been hasty : I— ^- — 

La Gloire. Oh ! my lord ! — it — ^*tis no matter. 
But, haply, you'd like to be conviticed of the cou- 
rage of your company ; and if such a thing as 
raising the enemy^s camp can clear a man's cha- 
racter, I can do it as soon as — [raising his voice]. 

Ribaumont. 'Sdeath ! blockhead, we shall be 
discover'd. 

La Gloire. Coward ! 'Sblood ! Ill run into 
the English entrenchments ! I'll go back, and 
tweak the fat centinel by the nose! — ^I'U — \stiB 
iouder]. 

Ribaumont. Peace ! I command you. La Gloire ! 
I command you, as your officer. 

La Gloire. I know my duty to my officer, my 
lord! ISulkili/.] 

Ribaumont. Then move not : — ^here. Sir, on 
ikku spot. [Pointing fdrward.'] 

La Gloire [going to the spot]. Coward ! 

Ribaumont. Speak not, for your life ! 

La Gloire. Cow- — ^ Umph. 

Ribaumont. Obey ! 
[La Gloire stands motionless, and silent — A Um 
whistle.] 
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jRibauniont^ Ha ! the signal 1 (he mormitg 
breaks : — they arrive in the very flick. Now then^ 
La Gloire, for the enterprise. Why does not the 
blockhead stir ? — ^Well, well, my good fellow 1 I 
have been harsh : but-r-not yet ? — Pshaw ! this 
military enforcement has acted like a spell upon 
him. — How to dissolve it? — [Alaa? whistle] ^ --"'•" ' 
Come, come, La Gloire ! I — rduU dolt - 
it : — March j 

ILa Gloire faces to the left^ and marches out after . 
, RibaumontJ] 



Again ! 
— -I have 



$CENE It— Thf Pmcse, in the Town of Calais. 
Enter an Officer, Serjeant, and Soiixiers. 

r I 

t- 

[Citizens enter severally during the Scene.)^ 

.Officer. Bravely, good fellows J Coumge! 'Vihy^ 
still there's life in't. Serjeant ! 

Serjeant, Your honour ! 

Officer. How do the mm, bear up ? Haye they 
stout hearts still ? 

Serjeant. 1 know not, sir, for their haarts ; 
but I'll warrant ^em stout stomachs. Huqg6ir i^ so 
powerful in 'em, that I fear me they'll inunch their 
way through the stone walls of the city. 

Officer. This famine pinches. Poor rogi^es ! 
Cheer them with hopes, good serjeant. 

Serjeant. Hope, your honour, is but a lueagre 
mess for a regiment. Hope has almost shrunk 
'em out of their .doublets. Hope has madi^ their 
legs so weary of the leaM they ha4 takepa of their 
hose, that all their calves have sluuk away fnom 
the premises. There isn't a stpckiwg i» the whole 
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company that can boast of a- tolerable tenant. 
The privates join in the publick cqniplatning; the 
drummers grow noisy; our pob* corporal' has no 
body left ; and the trumpeter is blown up with 
wind. 

Officer. Do they grow mutinous? Look to 
them — check their muttering. 

Serjeant, Troth, sir, I do my best*:— when 
they gnynble for meat, I make them eat their 
own words ; and give 'em some solid counsel, well 
seasoned with the pepper of correction. 

Officer. Well, well } look to 'em ; keep a strict 
watch ; and march the guards to their several 
posts. [Exit Officer. 

Serjeant. Now must I administer consolation, 
and give the rogues their daily meal of encourage- 
ment. — Hem ! Countrymen, fellow-soldiers, and 
Frenchmen !-^be of good cheer, for famine is come 
upon you, and you are all in danger of starving. 
Is there amr thing^ dearer to a Frenchman than his 
honour ? Jsn't honour the gieater, the greater the 
danger ? and has any body ever had the honour 
of being in greater danger than you ?— Rejoice, 
then, for your pisril is extreme ! Be merry,, for 
you have a glorious dismal prospect before you ; 
and as plpasing a state of desperation as the noble 
heart of a soldier could wish ! Come ! one cheer 
for the glory of France. — St. Dennis, and our 
Grand Monarque, King Philip the Sixth ! 

[Soldiers huzza very feebly. 
Serjeant. Oons ! ' it sounds as hollow as a 
phurchyard, The voice cpmes through their 
wizen mouths like vyind" from the crack of an old 
wainscot. Away, rogues, to your posts ! Bristle 
up your courage, and wait' the event of time ! 
Remember ye are Frenchmen, and bid defiance to 
^mine ! Our mistresses are lock'd up witli us in 
t^bP town ; we have frogs in the Wells, and snufF 
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at the merchants'. An Englishman, now, would 
hang hhnself upon this, which is enough to make 
a gay Frenchman happy, Alkms, camarades ! 



SON G. — Serjeant. 

My comnuks so fairash'd and queer. 

Hear the drums, bow they joliily beat I 
They fill our French hearts with good cheer, 
Altho' we have nothing to eat 

Rub a dub. 
AU, Nothmg to eat : rub a dub» 

Rub a dub — ^we have nothing to eat. 

Then, hark to the merry toned fife ! 

To hear it 'twill make a man younger ; 
I tell you, my lads, this is life 
For any one dying with hunger. 

Toot a too. 
All. Dying with hunger : toot a too. 

Toot a too— we are dying with hunger* 

The foe to inspire you to beat. 

Only list to the trumpet so shrill ! 
Till the enemy's kiird we can't eat : 
Do the job — ^you may eat all you kill. 

Ran ta tan. 
AIL Well eat all we kill ; ran ta tdn. 

Ran ta tan — we may eat all we kill. 

[ExtMnt aMiers* 

Citizens cmne forward. 

1st Citizen. Bdnjour, monsieur Grenouille ! 

2rf Citizen. Aha ! mon voisin ! Here's a goodly ' 
morning. The sun shines till our blood dances to 
it like a frisky wench to a tabor. 

1st Citizen. Yes, truly ; but 'tis a dance with* 
out refreshments. We are in a miserable plight, 
neighbour. 

2d Citizen. Ma foi ! miserable indeed ! mais 
le soleil*- • 
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Ut Citizen. Ho\V fare your wife and family, 
neighbour Grenouille ? 

<id Citizp^. Ah! my pauvre wife and famille; 
litel to .eat now, mon voisin — nothing bye and 
bye : lucky for me 'tis fine weather. Great many 
mouths in my house ; very litel to put into 'em. 
But I am French ; the sun shines ; I am gay. — 
There is myself, my poor dear wife, half a loaf, 
seven children, three sprats, a torn cat, and a pip- 
kin of milk. I am hungry ; mais il fait beau temps; 
I dance — ^my famille starves — I sing — toujours gai 
— the sun shines — ta;l lal la ! tal lal la ! 

Sd Citizen. Tut, we wo'not bear it. 'Tis our 
Governor is in fault ; thisiway we are certain to 
perish. 

4/A Citizen. Peste ! we'll not endure it. Shut 
up, near eleven months, within the walls. 

Qd Citizen. In fine weather — no promenade ! 

3// Citizen. No provisions.— We'll to the Go- 
vernor, force the keys, and surrender the town. 
AUons! come along, neighbours, to the Governor! 

All. Aye, aye— to the Governor. Away ! 

[Going in a posse. 

JEnter Eustache de St. Pierre, carrying a small 

wallet. 

Eustache, Why, how now, ho ! — ^nothing but 
noise and babble ! 
Whither away so fast ? Stand, rogues, and speak I 

3d Citizen. Whither away ? Marry ! we would 
away from famine : , we are for the Governor's, to 
force the keys of the town. 

Eustache. There roar'd the wrathful mouse! 
You squeaking braggart, [thrust 

Whom hunger has made vent'rous, who would 
Your starveling nose out to the cat's fell gripe, 
Tlwt watches rouad the cranny you lie snug in, 
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Nibble your scraps ; be thankful, and keep qiiiet. 
Thou rail on hunger ! why 'twas Hunger bore thee; 
Twas Hunger rear'd thee ; fixing, in thy cradle. 
Her meagre stamp upon thy weazel visage ; 
And, from a child, that half starved face of thine 
Has given full meals the lie. When thou dost eat^ 
Thou dost digest consumption : thou'rt of those kine 
Thou would'st e'en swallow up thy brethren, here, 
And still look lean. What ! fellow citizens, 
Trust you this thing ? Can skin and bones mislead 

you? 
If we must suffer, suifer patiently. 
Did I e'er grumble, mongrels ? What am I ? 

3d Citizen. You ! why, Eustache de St Pierre 
you are ; one of the sourest old crabs of all the ci- 
tizens of Calais ; and, if reviling your neighbours 
be a sign of ill will to one's country ,^ and ill will 
to one's coimtry a sign of good will to strangers, 
why a man might go near to think you are ^ 
friend to the English. 

Eustache. I honour them. 
They are our enemy — 2l gallant enemy ; 
A biting, but a blunt, straight-forward foe : 
Who, .when we weave our subtle webs of state, 
And spin fine stratagems to entangle them. 
Come to bur doors, and pull the work to pieces ; 
Dispute it fist to fist, and score their arguments 
Upon our politick pates. Remember Ci^sy f— 
We've reason to remember it — they thump'd us. 
And soundly, there : — 'tis but some few months 

back ;-— 
There, in the bowels of our land— at Cresy— r- 
They so bechopp'd us with their English logick, 
That our French heads ached sorely for it : — thence, 
Marching through Picardy, to Calais here, 
They have engirded us ; fix'd the dull tourniquet 
Of war upon our town ; constraining, thus, 

The life blood of o^r commerce, with fair FrancCj 
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Of whom we are a limb ; and all this openly :— ^ 
And, therefore, as an open foe^ who think 
And strike in the same breath, I do esteem 
Their valour, and their plainness. 
I view them with a most respectful hatred. 
Much may be learnt from these same Englishmen. 

4th Citizen. Aye, prithee, what ? Hunger and 
hard blows seem all we arc likely to get from them. 

Ewtache. Courage; which you may have — 
'twas never tried, tho* ; 
Patience, to bear the buffets of the times. 
Ye cannot wait till Fortune turns her wheel : 
You'll to the Governor's, and get the keys ! 
And what would your wise worships do with 'em ? 
£at them, mayhap, for ye have ostrich stomachs ; 
Ye dare hot use them otherwise—Home ! home ! 
And pray for better luck. 

[The citizens exeunt severally. An old man^ alone, 
remains in the back of the scene.'] 
Fie, I am faint 

With railing on these cormorants. ThK*c days. 
And not break bread — ^'tis somewhat Theresa 

not one 
Among these trencher-scraping knaves, that yet 
Has kept a twenty hours' lent; — I know it; 
Yet how they crave ! I've here^ by strong entreaty. 
And a round sum, (ehtreaty*s weak without it,) 
E'en just enough to make dame Nature wrestle 
Another round with famine* Out, provision * 

[Takes off his wallet. 

Old Alan [coming forw^rd\ O Heaven ! 

Eustache. Who bid thee bless the meat ? — How" 
now, old grey-beard ! 
What cause hast thou • • • • 

Old Man. I have ^ daughter 

Eustache. Hungry, I warrant 

Old Man. Dying ! 
Tine blessing gf my age :-^li could hear all;^ — 
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But for ttiy child ; — ^my dear, dear child ! — to lose 

her ! 
To lose her thus ! — to see disease so M^ear her ! • • 
And when a little nourishment- • • -She's starving! 
JEmtache. Go on ; — ^no tears ; — I hate them. 
Old Man. She has had no nourishment these 

four days* 
Eustache [affected]. Death ! and- • • - • -well? 
Old- Man. I care not for myself ; — I shonld, 
soon, go, 
In nature's course ; — ^hut my poor darling child ! 
Who fifteen years has been my prop — to see her 
Thus wrested from me ! then, to hear her bless me; 

And see her wasting ! 

Eustache. Peace! peace! 
I have not ate, old, man, since-^Psha ! the wind 
Affects mine eyes — ^but yet I — ^'Sdeath ! what ails 
me? 
* I have no appetite. — Here, take this trash, and- • 
\The old man takes the wallet, Jails upon his knees, 
and (aitmpts to speak.'] 
Prithee away, old soul ; — nay, nay, no thanks ; — 
Get home, and do not talk — I cannot. — [Exit old 

Man.]— Ont on't ! 
I do belie my manhood ; and if misery. 
With gentle hand, touches my bosom's key, 
I bellow straight, .as if my tough old lungs 
Were made of organ-pipes. [Huzza without. 

Hey 1 how sits the wmd now? 

Enter Cirizz^Sy crying ^^ Huzza T and ^^ succour '^ 
La Glohie in the midst of them, loaded with 
casks of provision, ^c. 

La Gloiremere, neighbours ! here, here I am ! 
dropt in among you lik6 a Inmp of manna. Here 
have I, following my. master, the noble Count 
RibaUxriotit, brought Vher6withal to check the 



A PLAY. 19 

jrumbiing in your gizzards. Here's meat, neigh* 
jours, meat! — fine, raw, red meat I — to turn the 
tide of tears from your eyes, and make your 
mouths water. 

JIL Huzza! 

Qd Citizen. Ah • mon Dieu ! que je suis gai ! — 
meat and sun too ! — tal lal lall la ! 

La Ghire. Silence 1 or I'll stop your windpipe 
with a mutton cutlet 

AIL Huzza! 

tlustaphe. Peace, ho I 1 say ; Cati yt he men, 
and roar thus? 
Blush at this clamour ! it plroclaims you cowards. 
And tells wliat your despair has been. Peace, hen 

hearts ! 
Slink home, and eat. 

La Oloire. Ods my life ! cry yqu mercy, fa-* 
ther ; I saw you not j-^—my honest, hungry neiah*' 
hours, here, so press'd about me. Marry, I thmk 
they are ready to eat me. Stand aside, friends, 
and patience, till my father has said grace over me# 
Father, your blessing. [Ktteels. 

Eastache* Boy, uiou hast acted bravely, and 
thou foUow'st 
A noble gentleman. What succour brings he ? 

La Gloire. A snack ! a bare snack, father ; no 
more. We scudded round the point of land, un- 
der the, coast, unperceived by the enemy's fleet, 
and freighted with a good three days' provender : 
but the sea, that seems ruled by the JEnglish— 
marry, I think, they'll always be itoasters of it, 
for my part — stuck the point of a rock through 
the bottom of our vessel, almost fiU'd it witli wa- 
ter, and, after tugging hard for our lives, we found 
the provision so spoil'd, and pickled, that our lar- 
der is reduced to a luncheon. Every man may have 
a meal, and there's an end ; — to-jporrow comes fa- 
mine again. ^ 

bS 
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2rf Citizen. N'importe ; we are happy to day ; 
c'est assez pour un Franifois. 

La Glotre [aside, to Emtache]. But, fether^ 
cheer up ! Mum \ If, after the distributioTi, an 
odd sly barrel of mine — ^you take me — ramm'd 
down with good powdered beef, that will stand 
the working of half a dozen pair of jaws for a 
month, should be found in an odd corner of my 
father's house* why — ^hum ! . ' 

Eustache. Base cur ! insult me \ — But I pardon 
thee; - 
Thou dost mean kindly. Know thy father better^ 
Tho' these be sorry knaves, I scorn to wrong them* 
I love my countiT, boy. Ungraced by fortune, 
I dare aspire to the proud nanie of patriot. 
If any bear that title to misuse it, — 
Decking their devilships in angel seeming. 
To glut their own particular appetites ; — 
If any,' 'midst a. people's misery, 
Feed fet, by filching from the publick goocJ, 
Which they profess is nearest to their hearts; 
The curses of their country; or, what's sharper^ ' 
The curse of guilty conscience follow them f 
The suffering's general ; general be the benefit. . 
We'll s^hare Ske. You'll find me, boy, at home, 

[Exit. 

La Gloire. There he goes ! full of sour good- 
ness, like a fine lemon. He's as trusty a ctusty* 
citizen, and as good-natured an ill-temper'd oki 
fellow, as any in France : and, though I say it, 

that shou'dn't say it — I am his son.^ But, now,. 

neighbours, for provision. 

3d Citizen. Aye, marry I we would fain fall to. 

La Gtbire. I doubt it not, good hungry neigh- 
bours: youll all remember nlie for this smccour, I 
warrant. 

Ait. T<mjours; always. 

La Gloire. See now what it i» to bind one''? 
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country to ono, by doing it a service. Good 
souls> , they ai'e running over with gratitude— 
\tvaUcs about, the Citizens following. 1 — I could 
0luck 'em all rouijd the town after my tail, like an 
old hen with a brood of chickens. Now will I be 
carried in triumph to my father's : and ye may 
e'en set about it now — \Two stout Citizens take 
La Ghire on their shoulders'] — now, while the pro- 
visions are sharing at the Governor's house. 

[Citizens let him fall. 

All. Sharing provisions ! AUons ! vite ! — away ! 
away ! [Exeunt Citizens ; hastily. 

La Ghire. Oh diable ! this is popularity. 
Adieu, my grateful neighbours ! Thus does many 
a fool-hardy booby, like me, run his head into 
danger ; and a few empty huzzas, which leave 
him, at the next turning of a corner, arf all he 
gets for his pains. Now, while all the town is 
gone to dinner, will I go to woo. My poor Ma- 
delon^must be woefully fallen away, since I quitted 
Calais. Heigho ! I've lost, I warrant me, a good 
half of my mistress, since we parted. I have se- 
cured for her the daintiest bits of our whole cargo, 
as marks of my aifectioti. A butclier cou'dn't 
shew her more tenderness than I shall. If love 
were now weigh'd out by the pound, bating my 
master, the Count Ribaumont, who is in love with 
Lady Julia, not all the men in the city pould ba- 
lance the scales with me. [Exit. 



SCENE III.— A Hall, in the House ofJon^f 

de ViENNE. 

Enter Julia, and O'Carrol, 

Juiia. Now, O'Carrol; what is the time of 
day? ^ 
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O'Carrol Fait, Lady Julia, we might have 
caH'd it a little past breakfast time, formerly ; but 
since the fashion of eating has been worn out in 
Calais, a man may be content to say it- bears hard 
upon ten. Och ! if clocks were jacks now, time 
would stand still ; and the year would go down, 
for the want of winding up every now and then. 

Julia. Saw you my father this morning ? 

O'Cari^oL You may say that. 

Julia. How look'd he, O'Carrol ? 

O'Carrol. By mv soul ! Lady Julia, that old 
father of yours, and master of mine, is a gallant 
gentleman. And gallantly he bears himself. For 
certain, and' so he ought ; being a Knight of Bur- 
gundy, and Governor of Calais : but if I was Go- 
vernor just now, to be sure I should not Kke to 
take ^ Small trip from Calais, one morning, just to 
see Whdt sort of a Knight I was in Burgundy. 

Julia. Who Jias he in his company ? 

O'Carrol. Why, madam, why — ^now dare not 
I tell who, for fear of offending her. — Company ? 
Why, to be sure I have been in his company :- — 
for want of finer acquaintance, madam, he was 
e'en forced to put up, half a» hour, with am 
humble friend. 

Julia. Poor fool ! thy words are shrewder than 
thy meaning. 
How many crowd the narrow space of life 
With those gay, gaudy flowers of society, 
Those annuals, call'd acquaintapcip; whigh do fade 
And die away, ere we cap say they blossom ; 
Mocking the idle cultivator's care, [ship, 

From year to year ; while one poor slip of friend* 
JHardy, tho' modest, stands the winter's frost, 
And cheers its owner's eye with evergreen ! 

O Carrol. Troth, lady, one honest potato^ in 
a garden is worth an hundred beds of your good-* 
^of-pothing tulips, Ohj 'tjs meat and drink tp 
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Hie to see a friend ! and, truly 'tis lucky, in this 
time of famine, to have one in the house to look 
at, to keep me from starving. Little did I think, 
eight years ago, when I came over among fifty 
thousand brave boys — English, Irish, and else,-r 
to fight under JCing Edward, who now lies before 
Calais here, that I should find such a warm soul 
towards me in a Frenchman's body; — especially 
when the business, that brought me, was to help 
to give his countrymen a beating. 

Julia. Thy gratitude, O'CarroI, has well repaid 
the pains my father took in preserving thee. 

O CarroL Gratitude ! fait, madam, begging 
your pardon, 'tis no such thing; 'tis pothing but 
shewing the sense I have of my obligation. There 
was I, in the year 1339, in the English camp — on 
the fields of Vianfosse, near Capelle — which never 
came to, an action ; excepting a trifling bit of a 
skirmish, in which my good cruel friends left me 
for dead out of our lines ; when a kind enemy — 
your father — (a blessing on his friendly heart for 
it!) pick'd me up, and set the breath agoing again, 
that was almost thump'd out of my body. He 
saved my life ; it is but a poor commodity ; — but, 
as long as itjasts,. by my soul ! he and his family 
jshall have the wear and tear of it. 

Julia. Thou hast been a trusty follower, O'Car.- 
rol ; nay, more a friend than follower ; thou art 
entwined in all the interests of our house^ and art 
as attach'd to me as to my father. 

O'CarroI. Aye, troth, Lady Julia, and a good 
deal more ; more shame to me for it ; because I 
am indebted for all to the Governor. I don't 
know how it may be with wiser nations, but if re- 
gard is to go to a whole family, there's a something 
about the female part of it, that an Irishman can't 
jhelp giving the preference to, for the soul of him. 

JtUia. But, tell me, who is with my father? 

O'CarroI. Indeed that i will not — for a reason. 
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Julia. And what may the reason be ? 

O'CarroL Because, long before he arrived, you 
bid me never mention his name. It may be, per- 
haps, the noble gentleman who has just succour'd 
the town. — Well, if I must not say who is with 
my master, I may say who my master is with. — 
It is the Count Ribaumont. 

Julia. Why should I tremble at that name ? 
Why should my tongue be now constrained tb 
speak the language of my heart ? O father ! fa- 
ther! 

O' Carrol. Och— ho ! 

Julia. Why dost thou sigh, O'Carrol ? 

O'Carrol. Truly, madam, I was thinking of a 
piece of a rich old uncle I had in Ireland; who 
sent me to the French wars, to tear me away from 
a dear little creature I loved better than my eyes. 

Julia. And wast thou ever in love, O'Carrol ? 

O'Carrol. That I was, faith, up to my chin. 
I never think upon it but it remembers me of the 
song that was wont to be play'd by honest Cla- 
moran, poor fellow, our minstrel, in the north. 

Julia. I prithee sing it to me, good O'Carrol ; 
For there is something in these artless ditties. 
Expressive of a simple soul in love, 
That fills the mind with pleasing melancholy. 

SONG.— O'Carro/. 

« , 

Oh ! the moment was sad when my love s^id I parted ; 

Savouma deligh shighan ogh ! * 
As I kiss'd off her tears, I was nigh broken hearted ; 

Savouma deligh shighan ogh ! 
Wan was her cheek, which hung on my shoulder ; 
pamp was her hand^ no mai^ble was colder ; 
I felt that I never again should behold her. 

Savouma deligh shighan ogh ! 






The Author had this burden from an Iri^h friend ;r~but he cannot 
Touch for it's orthography, 
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Long I fought for my country, far, hr from my true love; 

Savouma deligh shighan ogh 1 
All my pay and my booty I hoarded for you, love; 

l&vounia deligh shighan ogh ! 
Peace was proclaim'd, — escaped from the slaughter^ 
Landed at home — my sweet girl I sought her ; 
But sorrow, alas! to the cold grave had brought her* 

Savouma deligh shighan ogh ! 



Enter John de Vienne, and Ribaumont. 

De Vienne. Nay, nay, my lord ! you're welcome* 
Yet, were I private here, some prudent qualms. 
Which you well wot, I trow, my noble lord ! 
Might cause me flatly sound that full toned wel* 

come. 
Which breathes the mellow note of hospitality. 

Yet, being Governor of Calais here, 

But take me with you, Count, — I can discern 
Your noble virtues ; aye, and love them too ; 
Did not a father's care — but let that pass. — 
Julia, my girl — the Count of Ribaumont : — 
Thank the brave champion of our city. 

Julia. Sir ! 
Tho' one poor simple drop of gratitude^ 
Amid the boisterous tide of general thanks. 
Can little swell the glory of your enterprise, 
Accept it freely. — ^You are welcome, sir. 

Ribaumont. Cold does it seem to me. — 'Sdeath ! 
this is ice ! 
Freezing indifference : — down, down, my heart ! 

[Aside^ 
I prav you, lady, do not strain your courtesy. 
If I have reap'd a single grain of favour, 
"•"rom your fair self, and noble father here, 

have obtain'd the harvest of my hope. 

De Vienne. Hey, dey ! here's bow, and jut, and 
cringe, and scrape ! — 

Cqut ! I have served in battle j witness for me 
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Some curious scars, the soldier's coxcombry^ 
In which he struts, fantastically carved 
Upon the tough old doublet nature gave him. 
Let us, then, speak like brothers of the field ; 
Roundly and blunt. Have I your leave, my lord ? 

Ribatmont. As freely, sir, as you have ask'd it. 

De Vienne. Thus, then : 
I have a daughter, look you ; here she stands ; 
Right fair and virtuous ;— {Count attempts to speakjl 

nay, Count, spare your speech ; 
I know I've your assent to the position : 
I have a king too ; and from whom 'tis signified 
My daughter must be match'd with (speedily) 
A certain lord about the royal person. — fing 

Now, tho' there may be some, whose gallant bear- 
(And glean from this, Count, what it is I aim at,) 
I might be proud to be allied to ; yet 
Being a veteran French soldier, stuff'd 
With right enthusiastick loyalty, [her ! — 

My house, myself, my child — Heaven knows I love 
Should perish, piece-meal, ere I could infringe 
The faintest line or trace of the proceeding, 
The king, our master, honours me- in marking. 

Ribaumont. I do conceive you, sir. 

De Vknne. Why, then, conceiving, [here. 
Once more, right welcome. Count. I lodge you 
As my good friend — and Julia's friend — the friend 
-To all our city. — ^Tut, Count, love is boys' play; 
A soldier has not time for't. — [freshment. 

Come, Count. — —Within there, hoa ! we need re- 
Which you have furnished. — Love ! pish ! love's ? 

gew-gaw. 
Nay, come. Count, come. \Exi 

Julia. Sir, will it please you follow? 

Ribaumont. I fain would speak one word, and- 
'sdeath ! I cannot. — 
Pardon me, madam ; I attend.— Oh, Julia ! 

{Exit^ leading out Jii^* 
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CfCarroL Otehho! poor dear creatures, ray- 
heart bleeds for 'em. To be sure the ould gentle- 
man means all for the best, and what he talks 
liiust be right:- but if love is a gew-gaw, as he 
says, by my soul ! 'tis the prettiest play-thing for 
children, fiom sixteen to five-and-twenty, that 
ever was invented. [Exit. 



SCENE IV, -r-The English Camp. 

Enter Kinxj, Sib Walter Mannt, Harcourt, 
Arv^vhl, Wak^icKj and Attendants. 

King. Fie, lords ! it slurs our name ; — ^the town 
is succour'd, 
Twas dull neglect to let them pass : a blot 
Upon our English camp ; where vigilance 
Should be the watch- word. Which way got they in? 
Sir JV. Manny. By sea, as we do learn, my 

gracious Jiege^ 
Kijig. Where was our fleet then ? does it ride 
the oce^n 
Xn idle mockery? It should float to awe 
These Frenchmen here. How are they stored^ 
my lord? 
Harcourt. Barely, as it should seem. Their 
crazy vessel, 
Driven among the rocks, that skirt the shore. 
Let in the waves so figist upon the cargo, 
The better half is either sunk or spoilt. 
They scarce can hold another day, my liege. 

King. Thanks to the seafor't— notour Admiral. 
They brave it, stubborn, to- the very last :— 
But they shall smart for't shortly ; smart severely. 
Meaotime, prepare we fpr our Queen; who comes 
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From England, deck'd in conquest Say, Lprd 

Harcourty 
Are all prepared to welcome her arrival ? 

Harcmrt. All, my dread liege* The beach is 
thickly lined 
With English soldiery, in ardent watch, 
Fixing their eyes upon the bark, which bears 
Our royal mistress. It was hoped, ere this,- 
T had reached the hzxhoxix.-— {Grand flourish.'] 
Hark ! the queen has landed. 
King. Do you then, good, my lord ! escort her 
hither. / [Esit Harcourt. ' 

Sir Walter Manny ? 

' Sir TV. Manny. Aye, my gracious sovereign. 
Kiiig. Guard well this packet. When the Go- 
vernor 
Of this saiue peevish town shall call a parley, 
Break you it up, and from it speak our pleasure. 
Here are the terms — the only terms— on which 
We do allbw him to capitulate^ 



Enter the Queen Philippa, attended. 

King. Oh, welcome ! welcome ! We shall give 
you here 
Rude martial fare, and soldiers' entertainment. 

Queen. Royal Sir ! 
Well met, and happily. I learn your labours 
Draw to a glorious end. — ^When you return, 
Besides the leyal subjects who wou'd greet you. 
The Scottish king, my lord ! waits your arrival ; 
Who, somewhat partial to his neighbour's land, 
Did come an uninvited guest among us. 
I doubt he'll think us over-hospitable ; 
For, dreading his \qo quick departure from us, 
I have made bold to guard him in the tower ; 



\ 
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And hither have I sail'd, my noble liege ! 
To glad you with the tidings. 
King. My sweet warrior ! 
We will dispatch our work here, then for England^ 
Calais will soon be outs ; — of that hereafter. 
Think we, to-day, on nought but revelry. 
You, madam, snail diffuse your influence ^ 
Throughout our camp. — Strike, there, our martial 

musick ! 
For want of better, good Philippa, take 
A soldier's noisy concert. Strike ! I say. 



GRAND CHORUS. 



War has still its melody ;— — - 

When blows come thi<x, and arrows fly^ 

When the soldier marches o'car 

The crimson field, knee-deep in gore. 

By carnage, and grim death, surrounded. 

And groans of dying men confounded ;•— 

If the warlike drum he hear. 

And tlie shrill trumpet strike his ear« 

Roused b^ the spirk^^tirringioQes, 

Musick's mfluence he owns; 

Hb histy heart beats quick, and high; 

War has still its melody* 

But, when die hard fought day is done« 

And the battle's fairly won ; 

Oh f then he trolb the jolly note. 

In triumph, thro' his rusty throat;;' 

And all tl^ story of the strife 

He carrols to the merry fife. 

His comrades join, their leats to telt; 

The chorus then begins to swell ; 

Loud martial musick rends the sky 

This is the soldier's mefody. 
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ACT II. , 

SCENE I. — Madelon's Apartments 

1 

I 

• r 

1.A Gloiue, ^w^Madelon, discover' d. Madelon^ 
seated at a table covered with eatabksy wineSy S^c. 
La G LOIRE standifig near the table. 

La GlQire, 

Blessings on her heart, how cleverly she 
feeds! the m^i goes as naturally into, her little 
mouth, as if it had been used to the road all the 
time of the famine : though, Heaven knows, *tis a 
path that has, lately, been little frequented. 

Madelon. A votre sant6, mon ami ; — ^your health. 
La Gloire. , [Drinks. 

La Gloire. -Nay, I'll answer thee in that, tho* 
bumpers were Englishmen, and went against my 
French stomach.----|TflA:e^ wine^ — Heaven, bless 
thee, my poor Madielon! May a woman never 
tumble into tlvejmire of distress ; and if she is in, 
ill befal him that wpn't help her clean out again. 

[Drinks. 

Madelon. There; enough. [Comes from "table. 

La Gloire. So : one kiss for a bonne bouche. — 
{^Kisses Aer.]r— Dost love me the better ♦for this 
feast, now, Madelon? 

Madelon. No, truly, not a jot. I love you e'en 
as well before dinner as after. 

La Gloire. What a jewel is regular affection !— . 
to love, equally, through the week, maigre days, 
and all ! I^cannot but own a full nieal makes an 
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• • r '^ 

improvement in tiie warmth of my feelings. I 
can eat and drink myself into a: glow of tender-* 
ness, that fasting can never come up to. And 
.what hast thou done in my absence, Madelon? 

Madelon. Little, La Gloire, but grieve with th^ 
Test; I have thought on you ; gone to confession 
in the morning; seem'd happy, in the day, tQ 
' cheer my poor old father : — but my heart was 
bursting. La Gloire : — and, at night, by myself, I 
look'd at this little cross you gave me, and cried. 

La Gloire [smothering histeari\. — Madelon, I, — • 
I — I want another draught of Burgundy. [Drinks. 

Madelon. Once, indeed, — I thought it was 
hard,— Father Antony enjoin'd me penance, for 
thinking so much about you. 

La Gloire. An old ! ^What, by putting pea^ 

in your shoes, as usual? 

Madel&h. Yes ; but, as it happened, I e3caped, 

Lq Gloire. Aye, marry ! how ? 

Madelon. Why, as the famine press'd, the holy 
Fathers had. boil'd all our punishments, in pud- 
dings for the convent ; and there wasn't a peni- 
tential pea left in the town. ' ' \ 

La Gloire. O gluttony ! to deprive the inno- 
cent of their hard, dry penances, and apply 'em, 
soft, to their own offending stomachs ! I never 
coiild abide these pamper'd FriaJrs. They are the 
pot-bellied children of the Pope, nursed at the bo- 
soni of old mother church; and plaguy chubby 
boys they are. One convent of 'em, in a town, 
breeds a famine sooner than an English blockade^ 
But, what says thy father within, here, Madelon, 
^ to our marriage ? 

Madelon. Truly he has no objection, but in 
respect to your being a soldier. 
/ La Gloire. Sacre bleu ! object to my carrying 
arms ! my glory ! my pride ! 
' Madelon. Prithee^ now, 'tis not for that 
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La Gioire. Degrade my profession ! — my—* 
look'e, Madelon ; I love thee with all my heart— 
with an honest soldier's heart — else I could tell 
your father, that a cijbizen could never get on iift 
the world, without a soldier to do his journey* 
work : — ^and your soldier, look'e — ^'sblood ! it 
makes me fret, like a hot day's march ! — ^your 
soldier, in all nations, when he is rusted down to 
your quiet citizen, and so sets up at home for 
himself, is in double respect, for having served 
such an honourable apprenticeship. 
Madelon. Nay, now. La Gloir^ my father 

meant not 

La Gloire. Marry, I would tell your father 
this to his teeth ; wliich, were it not for my Cap- 
tain and me — two soldiers, mark you me — might 
not, haply, have been so soon set agoing. 

Madelon, Ungenerous ! I could not have spoken 
«uch cutting words to you, La Gloire. — My poor 
fether only meant, that the wars might separate 
VLs: But, I had a remedy for that^ too, for all your 
nnkindness. 

La Gloire. Pish ! — ^remedy ? — ^well — psha ! — 
what was the remedy, Madelon? 

Madelon. Why, I could have foilow'd you to 
the camp. 
La Gloire. And would'st thou follow me, then? 
Madelon. Aye, surely. La Gloire: Icouldibl* 
low him I love all over the world. 

La Gloire. And bear the fatigue of a campaign^ 
Madelon ? 

Madelon. Any thing with you. La Gloire. I 
warrant us we should be happy enough. Aye, and 
I could be useful too, I coiild pack your knap- 
sack ; sing canzonets with you, to make us merry 
on a day's march; mix iii the soldier's dance, upon 
occasion; and, at sun-set, I would dress up our little 
tent, as neat as any Captain's in th^ Qeld : — then, at 
supper, La Gloire, we should be as cheerful U 
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La Gloire. Now could I cut my tongue out 
for what I have said ! — CufF me ; slap my face, 
Madelon; then. kiss me, and forgive me : and if 
ever I bestride my great war-horse again, and let 
him run away with me, and trample oVjer the heart 
of my best friends, I wish he may kick me off, 
and break my. neck in a ditch for my pains. — But 
' — what — ha! ha!— what should we do with our 
children, Madelon? 

Madelon. Ah ! mon Dieu ! I had forgot that: — 
but if our endeavours b§ honest, Lq, Gloire, Provi- 
dence will take care of them, I warrant you. 

V 

La Glojee <|;?^ ,]V|[apelox, 

Madelon. 

* 

Copl(I you tP b!|t^ QUir((h fcwfcf^ \ 

And leave m^ here cpiDpkuai^g? 
Fill sure 'twou a break my lieart to stay. 

When you were gone campaigning. 

Ah! non, non, noni 

Pauvre Madelon ' 

Could never quit ker rov^er r 
^I non, non, |]pnl 
Pauyre Jyiadel^p 
Would gb witli you all the world over. 

La Gtoir^ 

No, noj pijlpyej ahi doivot grjeye s 

A soldier true yo^'U ^d lu^ : 
I GOuU not .have the heart to leave 

My little girt behind me. 

Ah! nop, non, non! 
Fauvre Maddon 
ShQU.i4 nev«r quit )m nov^ : 
Ail I oon, nop, nosJ 
Pauvre Madelon 
Should gd with me ail the world over* 

C 
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Both. 

Theh let the world jo| as it Ivfll, 
Let hollow friends forsake us. 

We both shall be as happy still 
As war and love can make us. 

Ah! nQn, non, noiii 
Pauvre Madelon 
Shall never quit her rover ; 
Ah! non, non, non I 
Pauvre Madelon 



/yowl 



Shall go with < -L > all the world oven 



Za Gioire. By the mass, Madelon, such a wifcf^ 
as thou wilt be would make a man after another 
<:ampaign,-^for another I must have, to satisfy 
the cravings of my appetite, — ^go nigh to forswear 
the wars. 

Madelon. Ah ! La Gioire, would it were so ! 
but the sound df a trumpet will ever lead thee af- 
ter it. 

La Gioire. Tut — b, trumpet ! — thy voice, Ma-* 
delon, will drown it. 

Madelon. Ah ! La Gioire. [shaking her head. 

La Gioire. Nay, then, I aim the veriest pol* 
troon, if I think the sound of a trumpet would 
move me any more than — [a par lei/ is sounded from 



the walls 



-Eh!-*— gad — oh! — ecod there's a bustle! 



a parley from the walls ; which may end in a s 
mish, or a battle — or a — I'll be with you agaii 



skir- 
you again iq 
the chopping off of a head. 

Madelon. Nay now. La Gioire, I thought the 

sound of a trumpet 

La Gioire. A trumpet— simpleton ! — ^that waa 
a — ^gad I — ^wasn't it a drum ? — Adieu, Madelon ! 
I'll he back again ere — [parl^.] — March ! — ^Charge ! 
Huzzs^ ! \Draws his sword, and cx^k 



^ 
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Madelon. Well-a-day ! a soldier's wife must 
liave a fearful time on't. Yet do I love La Gloire; 
he is so kind, so tender !— and he hjus, siniply, ,the 
best leg in the army. Heigho! — It must feel very 
odd to sleep in a tent : — a camp must be ever in 
alarms, and soldiets alwkys ready for surprise.-^ 
Dame Toinette, who married a corporal, ere I was 
born, told me, that; for one whole campaign^ Het 
husband went to bed in his boots* ' • ^ i 
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tittk thinks th^ townsman's wife^ ^ , 

While at hoipe she ts^rries, . 
What ^list be th^ lass's life^ 

Who a-sokiief marries. > 
Now with weaiy raarcfah^ spent^ 

Dancing now before the tent. 
Lira, lira/ lira, lira, lira la» 

With her jolly soldier. 

In the campy at night, she lies. 

Wind and weather acominff, '' 
Only griev^ her love must nse^ 

'And quit her in the morning;— »- 
But, the doubtful skirmbh done, , 

Blithe she sings at set ^f sun ^ 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira la» 

With her joUy soldier. 

Should the Captain of her deaif 

Use his vain endeavour, 
Whi^'ring nonsense in her ear^ 

Two fond hearts to sever, i 

At his passion she will scoff; 

Laughing, thus, shell put him otf,-^ 
Lira, Ura^ lira, lira, lira la, 

Por her jolly soldier. [EriU 
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SCENE U.--The Toww Hall 0/ Calais. 

» / • 

I 

CiTizuNS, Soldiers, and Crier, discmer^d/ 

.Critr^ Silence! — ^An ye all taJk thus, theic*** 
an end to conversation. Your eijience, my msui* 
ters, will ♦breed a disturbance. Mass, 'tis hard 
that I, who am Crier, should be laugh'd at, and 
held at nought among you. 

All. Hear! hear! 

Crier. Listen. — ^The good John de Viennc, our 
Governor — a blessing on his <rfd merry heart ! — 
grieving for your* distress, has, e'en now, call'd a 
parley on the walls, with the English ; and has 
chosen me, in his wisdom, to ring you all into 
the town hall, here ; where, an yon abide his com- 
ing, you will hear, what he shall seem to signify 
unto you, — ^And, by our Lady ! here the Governor 
comes. — [Rings.li — Silence ! 

Ail. Silence! 

Crier. Nay> *tis ever so. An I vreie to bid a 
dumb man hold his tongue, bv mv troth, I think 
a' would cry *' jwlence" till the arum of .my ear 
were bursten. Silence ! : 

EnterJoHHf & Viebtne, Eustache de St. Pierre 
following. John de Vienna seat^ himself at the 
head of the CmmcM Tabk; Eustache sits in the 
Jrontj among the CHixens. 

De Vienme. You partly know why I have here 
convened you. \ 

I prithee, now, — I prithee, honest friends ! 
Summon lip all the fortitude within you, [me ! 
.Which you are masters of. Now, Heaven forgive 
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I alniT)st wish I bad not been a «oWiw ;t- 
For I have, here, a matter to deliver 
Requires a schoolman's preface. Tis a task 
Which bears so heavy on my po0r old b^rt, 
That 'twill go liigh to crack beneath the burdipn. 
You knoiv I love you, fellow citizeiis : 
You know I love you well. 

AU. Aye, aye; we know it - j 

De Vienne. I could be well eontent, m peace, 
iar peril, 
To 'bide with you for ever. 

Eustache. tio oiie doubts it. . 
I never, yet, , did bear of Gpovcimor, 
Spite >ofqie rubs, and watchful toil of (^0^, 
Would wiiiingiy forego his place. 

De Vienne. Why, how »ow ! [thus ? 

Why, how now, friend ! dost tbonA oome a'er noe 
But I sliall find a time — rit fits ttott now — {Vientre, 

When I will teach thee ^'Sdeathi old Jolm de 

^ veteran, bluff soldier, bearded thus \ 
And sneer'd at by a saucy — Mark yau me! — [rises. 
Well, let it pass :— rthe general ca^unH^ [zeijs, 
WiU sour the best cf us.— r[jiV^.] — My honest xdti- 
I once more pray you think that ye are men : 
I pray you, too, my friends 

Emstache. I pray youy sir, [Citi«5iens, 

fie somewhat brief ', you'll tire ejse. . The^e same 
These honest Citizens, would fain e'len know, 
The worst at once. Wlien .members are impatient 
For a plain tale, the Orator, (you'll pardon me,) >\ 
Should not be too long, winded. . 

He Vienne. Fellow, peace! 
Ere now I've mark'd thee.— rTbou art he, I take/jt,rr' 
'•Tis Eustache de St. Pierre, I think they cail thee— 
Whom all the town, our very .children point atj 
As the most growling knave in Christ^ndoui ;~^ 
'Yea, thou art he. . . 

Eustache, The same. The mongrel^ bene, 
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Cannot abide tough honestv,: — ^I'm hated. 
Smooth talkini^ likes them better: — ^You, good sir, 
Are popular among them, 

AU, Silence! 

Etustacke. Buz \ . . 

De Vienne. Thus then, m brief. Finding wo 
are reduced, ■ ^ 

By famine, and fatigue, unto extremity, 
. I sounded for a parley from the walls ; — \ 
E*en now 't has ended : — Edward order'd • forth 
Sir Walter Manny ; and I needs must own, V ; ' 
A courteous Knight, altho* an enemy. — • 
I told him our distress. Sir Knight, said I— ^ , 
And here it almost makes me blush to think ' 
An Englishman should see me drop a tear ; 
Btit, 'spite of me, it stole upon my cheek ;: — 
To speak the honest truth, Sir Knight, said I, . 
My gallant men are perishing with hunger : — : 
Therefore! will surrender. 

Eustache. Surrender ! \The rest look amazed^ 

De Vierme. But, conceive me, 
On this condition ;— that I do secure 
The lives, and liberties, of those brave fellows^ 
Who, in this galling and disastrous siege, 
Jiave shared with me in each fatigue and peril. 

jilL Huzza ! Long live our Governor ! Huzza ! 

De Vienne,' I thank you, friends, — It grievfes 
me to repay 
Your honest love, with tidings, sure, as heavy 
As ever messenger was charged withal, 
The King of England steels his heart against us,: 
He does let loose his vengeance ; and he wills^— • 
If we.Vbuld save our city from the sword, [him 
From wild* destruction,T--7 that I straight do send 
Six of my first and best reputed citizens, 
]Bare headeil, tendering the. city keys ; 
And, — 'sdeath J choak ! — with vile and loathsome 
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Circling their necks, in guise of malefactors, ' 
To suffer instant execution. 

[The Citizens appear cot^ounded. A pause. 

De Vienne. Friends, - '■ 

I do perceive you're troubled ;— 'tis enough . -^ 
To pose the stoute^it of ybu. Who among yoa • 
Can smother nature's workings, which do prompt 
Each, to the last, to struggle for himself? 
Yet, were 1 not objected to, as Governor, 
There might be found — no matter. — ^Who so^bold," 
That, for the welfare of a wretched multitude, 
Involved with him, in one great commop cause, 
Would volunteer it on the scaffold? ^ 

Eustache [rises]. I:- ^ 

E'en I ;— the growling knave, whom childreii 

point at ' 

To save those children, and their hapless mothers, 
To snatch the virgin from the ravisher. 
To shield the bent and hoary citizen. 
To push the sword back from his aged throaty ' 
(Fresh reeking, haply, in his house's blood,) 

I render up myself for sacrifice. 

Will no one budge? Then let the English in ; ' 
l>t in the enemy, to find us wasted, 
And winking in the socket. Rouse, for shame! 
Rouse, Citizens ! Think on your wives, your- in- 
And iet us not be so far shamed in story, [fants 1 
That we should lack six men within our walls, 
To save them, thus, from slaughter. 

De Vierme. Noble soul ! 
I could, for this, fall down and worship thee. 
Thou warm'st mv heart. Does no ope else appear, 
To back this gallant veteran ? 

John d'Aire. Eustache, — 
Myself, and these two brothers, my companions. 
All of your house, and near of kin to you. 
Have ponder'd on your words :-rr?we sure must die, 
If we or go, or stay :— but, what weighs most 
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We \v»uH ttot eei our helpless llttte ones 
Butcher'd before our eyes. We'll go with thee* 
. Mustache. N6w> by our good St. Dennis, 
I dp feel proud ! My lowly house's glory 
.Shall live <m record. What are birth and titles? 
Feathers for children. The plain honest mind, 
That branches forth in charity and yirtue, 
Shrinks lordly pom)) to nougat ; and makes vai6 

pedigree 
Plushat his frothy boasting.-— We ai-e four;^^-* 
Fellows in death aiid honour.-^Two remain 
Tq .fill our number. 

De Vienne. Pause a while, my friends ; 
We yet have breathing time ;— tho' troth but littl^b*^ 

* I must go forth, a hostage to the English, 
Till.you appear. Break up our sad assembly; — » 
^nd, for the rest, agree among yourselves. 
Were the time apt, I could well waste a year 

^ In pmising this your valour [to EuSsttichc\. 
Efistache. Break we up. If any 
Can wind his sluggish courage td the pitch, 
Meet me, anon, i'th'market^place : and^ thentJCj 
Will we march forth. Ye have but this, renaember; 
Either plunge bravely into death, or wait 
Till the full tide of blood flows in upon you, 
And shame and slaughter overwhelm us. Com^i 
My noble partners, come ! [EivemU. 



_-i 



SCENE III. An Apartment in the Governor's 

House. 

JSw^er Julia, ^wrf RiBAUMONT. 

Ribaumma. Yet hear me, Julia.-- — - 

Julia. Prithee, good, my lord. 
Press me not thus : my father's strict command 
I must not say 'tis harsh — ^forbids me Msteo; 
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RibawAont. Is then the path df duty so preciiej 
That 'twill not for a little deviate? 
Sweet, let it wind, and bend to recoUectiom 
Think on oar oaths ; — yes, lady, they are mutual:-— » 
You said you loved ; — I treasured the confession. 
As misers hoard their gold : nay, 'tw^ my alL-^^ 
Think not I chatter, in the idle school 
Of whining coxcpmbs, where deispbir and deatk 
Are words of courde : I swell not fancied ills 
With windy eloquence : no, treat me, Julia^ 
I speak in honfest, simple sufiering ; — 
And disappointment, in my life's best hope. 
So feed3 upon my life, and wears mie inward, 
That I am nearly spirit-broken. 

r Julia. Why, why this, my lord? 
You urge me pist a maiden's modesty.--^ 
Whd.t should I say ? — In nature's course, my lord. 
The parent sits at helm, in grey authority, 
And pilots the child's action : — for my fether. 
You know what humour s^va3rs him. 

Rib(fum(mt. Yes, court policy : 
Time-serving zeal : tame, passive, blind obedieiticJ% 
X<> "die stern will of power ; which dotli differ 
As wide fixxn true, impulsive loyalty, 
As puppet- work from nature. O ! I would 
The time Were cdme-^our enemy, the English, 
Bi(l feirest first to shew a bright example — 
Wh^, 'twixt the rulei- and the ruled, affection 
Shall be reciprocal : when Majesty [j^ct 

Shall gather strength from mildness ; and the sub- 
Shall look with duteous love upoli his Sovereign, 
As the child eyes its father. Now, by Heaven ! 
Old John de Vienne is tum'd a temporizer ; 
Making las daughter the poor topmost round 
Of his vile ladder to preferment. 'Sdeath ! 
And you to suffer this ! O, fie, fie ! Julia. 
'Twould shew more noble in you to lay bare 
Your mind's inconstancy, than thus to keep . 
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The semblance of a passion ; meanly veiling 
Your broken faith with the excuse of duty. 
Out on't ! 'tis shallow : you ne'er loved, 

Julia. My lord, my cuji of sorrow was brim- 
.• full ;' and you, — 

I'4ook'd not for it — ^ha:\'e thrown in a drop, 
*Which makes it overflow. No more of that.-— 
You have reviled my father ; me^ too, Ribauinont jt 
Heaven knows I little merit it !— My lord, 
Upoin this theme we must not meet again. 
Farewell : and do 'not, do not think unkindly ^. 
On her you, once, did call your Julia. 
If it will sooth your anguish, Ribaumont, 
To find a fellowship in grief, why think 
That there is one, while struggling for her duty, 
Sheds many a tear in private. — Heav'n be with 
you 1 [Exit. 

Ribaumont. Stay, stay, and listen to me. Gone! 
and thus, too ! 
And have I lost thee; and for ever, Julia? 
Now do I look on life as the worn mariner. 
Stretching his eyes o'er seas immeasurable. 
And all is drear and comfortless. Henceforward, 
My years will be one void ; day roll on day, 
In sameness infinite, without a hope 
To chequer the sad prospect. O ! if death 
Came yoked with honour to me, I could, now, 
Embrace it with as warm and willing rapture, 
As mothers clasp their infants. 

Enter La Gloire. 

Now, La Gloire ! what is the news ? 

La Gloire. Good faith, my lord, the saddest 
that ever tongue told ! 

Ribaumont. Whatis't? 

La Gloire. The town h* surrendered, 

Ribaumont. I guess'd as much. 
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La Gloire. Upon conditions. 

Ribaumont, What are they ? 

La Gloire. Very scurvy ones, my lord. — ^To 
♦save the city from sacking, six citizens must 
swing for it, in Edward's camp. But four nave 
yet been found ; and they are 

Ribaumont. Who ? 

La Gloire. Oh lord !' — ^all of my own familyi^ 
There*s John d'Aire, Jacque and Pierre Wissant; 
my three good cousins german, my lord: and the 
fourth, who was the first that ofFer'd, is — ^is ^ 

Ribautnorit^' Who, La Gloire? 

La Gloire [wiping his eyesJ] I crave your par- 
don^ my lord, for being thus unsoldier-like ; but 
'tis — 'tis my own father. 

Ribaumont. Eustache ! 

La Gloire. He, my lord! He! old Eustache 
de St. Pierre: — the honestest, kindliest soul ! — I 
cannot talk upon't. — Grief plays the hangman 
with me ; and has almost choak'd me already. 

Ribaumont. Why, I am courted to't. — ^The 
time, example, 
Do woo me to my very wish. — Come hither. 
Two, it should seem, are wanting, to complete 
The little band of those brave men, w^ho die 
To save tljeir fellows. 

La Gloire. Aye, my lord. There is a meeting 
upon't, half an hour hence, in the market-place. 

Ribaumont. Mark me, La Gloire; and see that 
you obey me, . 

E'en to the very letter of my orders. 
They are the last, perhaps, my honest fellow, 
I eler shall give thee. Seek thy father out ; 
And tell him this from me : his gallant bearing 
Poth school his betters ; I have studied o er 
Jiis noble lesson, and have learnt my duty, ^ 

Say, he will find me in the market-place, 
Disguised in humble seeming ; ,and Ifaia 
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Would pass for one allied to hitn ;, and theAce — 
Dost mark me well ? — I will along with him, 
(E'en, hand in hand,, to death. 
• La Glmre. My lord, — I — '1 — \bursts intp ttara, 
JitUs on his knees, takes hold ^f Ribaumont's hand, 
and kisses it] — I shall lose my father ; when he w^ 
gone, I look'd you would have been jny father. — 
The tkought of still servihg you was a comfort to 
fne. You are my commander; and I hope I havtV 
nhither to^ never disobey -d orders ; b^t, if I now de- 
liv^ your message, drum me out for ingratitude^ 
as the greatest rascal that ever came into ^ a^gi- 
jn^nt. 

Jtibaumont. Prithee no more, La Gloire. I atn 
resolved ; — 
My purpose fix'd. It \t^ould be bitter to thee 
To see me die in angter with thee : therefone, 
Do thou my bidding ; dose thy service u|). 
In duty to my will. Go, find thy father; 
I will prepare within the while. — Obey ibc,-—*- 
Or the last look from thy expiring master. 
Darting reproach, shall burst thy heart in twain. 
Mark, and be punctual ! [Ea^. 

'La Ghire. O ! the Virgin ! why was I ever at* 
tach'd to man, woman, or child? 



Enter Eustache. 

Eustache. Where's thy Commander, boy? Count 
Jlibaumont? 

Za Gloire. O father !-^- — 

Eustache. Peace ! — ^I must a word with hiinu 
I have a few short thanks I would deliveiii, 
Touching his care of thee : it is the last 
Of all my worldly packages : thart; done, ' 
I may set forward on my journey. ' 

La Gloire. Ob, fatlierl I shall never go to bad 
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again in peace as long as I live. Sorrow will keep 
my eyes open lialf the night; amd when I dropf 
into a doze at day-break, I shall, be hang'd witb 
yoyi; father, a score of times every morning. 
• Etistacke. i c6uld hkve spared this meeting,--^ 

Boy, I will not — 
Nor would I, had I tin>e for't — ring a chime ^ 
Of drowsy document, at thi$ our parting. 
Nor will I stuflf the simple plan of life 
'that I would have thee follow, with trim angleq^ 
And petty intersections of nice condufet ; 
Whicii dotards, rotten in their wisdom, oft 
Will mark, in mathematical precision. 
Upon a stripUng*s to md, until they blur 
The modest hand of natiire. ThouVt a soldier ; [ 
'Tis said a good one ; — and I ne'er yet knew 
A TOttgh, true soMier, lack humility : — 
If, then, thou can'st, with one band, push aside - 
The buffets of the world, and, with the other^ 
Stretch'd forth, in warm and manly charity. 
Assist tiie weak, — be thankful for the ground- work. 
And e*en let impulse build upon't ; — thou need'st \ 
No line, nor level, forafal age can- give thee, ' 
To raise a noble superstructure. Come ; 
Embrace me ;— when thy father sleeps in honour. 
Think lAidX-^^prArejcing him, he burets info tears] — 
my son, my boy ! — Psha ! pish ! this nature—^ 
Condnct me to 

La Olpire \catchuig hold of him\. Hold ! hold !— ^ 
We shall leap here firora feui to worse. I — I am 
bidden, father, to deliver a message to you. 

Eustache. Be quick, then ; the time wears. 

La Gloire. No, truly, 'twill not come quick. 
I must force it out in driblets. My Captain bids 
me say, that — that brave men are "scarce. Find 
six in the town, and you find all ; — so he wHl join 
you at the market-cross, and — ge with you — ^to — 

Enstache. Hie scaffoid ! 
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Za Gloire. Yes, the sca-^ that word sticks 

so in my throat, I can't squeeze it- up for the life 
<)f me. [honest cause 

Eustache. Why this shews nobly now! our 
Is graced in the addition. I^ead mt-^\obseroing La 

Gloire weeping] — how now ? 
Out on thee, knave ! thou'lt bring disgrace upon mCw 

By Heaven ! I feel as proud in this my death; 

And thou, the nearest to my blood, to sully 
My house's name with womanhood — Shame ! 

shame! 
Where is the noble Ribaumont ? [Goings 

La Gloire. Stay, father, stay ! I can hold it 
no longer. I love Madelon too well to keep her 
waking o'nights, with blubbering over her for the 
loss of my father, apd my Captain : — another neclc 
is wanting to nrnke up the half dozen; so I'll ^'en 
Mong, father, as the sixth. 
■^ Eustache [after a pause]. I know not what to 

answer. — ^Thou hast shaken 
My manhood to the centre. — Follow, boy ! 
Thy aim is honour ; but the dreary road to% . ^ 
Which thou must tread, does stir the fatlier in mc^ 
Tis such a nice and tickle point between 
The patriot and the parent, that. Heaven knows^ 
1 need a counsellor. — I'll to thy Captain. 
With him, anon, you'll find me. [KviL 

La Gloire. So I how many a lad, with a fair 
beginning of life, comes to an untimely conclu- 
sion !^ — My poor Madelon, too ; she little thinks 
that 

Madelon, peeping in. 

Madelon. Hist! hist! La. Gloire I 

La Gloire. Eh ! 

Madelon. Why, where hast thou been, La Gloire.^ , 
I have been seeking you all over tlie town. 1 fear'd 
yQU would get into danger. I iuding tiie Govejf* 
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tio^'s gate thrown. open, and all the Qity in confur 
si^p, I e'en ventured in to look t.fot' you. Where 
hast thou been, La Gloire ? . t r 

La Gloire. Been?— no wheie-^but I am going — . 

Madelon. Where, La Gloire? / 

La Gloire. A- — -a little way with my father* 
Hast heard the news, Madelon ? . ! 

Madehn. Only in parti I hear tlie. town has 
snrrender'd ; and that six poor men ar^g to be exe-' 
cuted ; and march from the town gates. But we 
shall then be in safttj, La Gloire. .. Poor fellows ! 
I would not see them go forth for the world. 

La Gloire. Pdor fellows !— a hem ! — ^Aye, poor 
fellows ! True, Madelon ; I would not have tliec- 
3hock\i with the sight, I confess. 

Madelon. But, prithee. La Gloire, keep at hpm4 
now with me. You are ever gadding. You sol- 
diers are so wild. and turbulent — How can you. 
La Gloire ? — ^You must be present, now, at thig 
horrid . ceremony ? 

La Gloire. Why, truly, I, — ^I mttst be present ; 
— but it will be for the last time, Madelon. I take 
iittle pleasure in it, believe me. 

Madelon. I would thou would'st home with 
me. I have provided, out of thy bounty, a re- 
past for us this evening. My father, who has 
ne'er stirr'd out these three weeks, is fill'd with 
joy for thy return ;— he will sit at pur table, La 
Gloire ; he will give us his blessing, and wish us 
happy in marriage. Come, you shall not away 
this evening, in sooth, now. 

La Gloire. I must, Madelon ; I must. , The 
throng will press, and—- and I may lose somewhat 
of value. Tis seldom a soldier's pocket is heavy ; 
but I carry all my worldly goods about me. I 
would fain not lose it ; so e'en be mistress on't till 
my return. Here is a casket; — ^with five years* 
wages from my Captain ; three quarters' pay from 
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ixiy regiment; and eleven iparl^s, pluckM from tbtf 
boot of a de^d English corporial : 'tis my whale 
fortune; keep it, Madelon, fdr fear of accidents.: 
and if any cross accident ever should befal me, re- 
member, you are heir apparent to the bulk of my 
property. 

Madelon. But why thus particular? I would 
you would stay quiet with me. 

La Gloire. But for this once, Madelon ; and I 
aliall be quiet ever after. — Kiss me. So ;— Adieu ! 

Madelon: Adieu, La Gloii-p ! Remember, now, 
at night ■ > 

iw? Glpire. Adieu ! — ^At night !-^Mercy on me ! 
—should I stay thre© minutes longerj my heart 
would resciTe my neck ; for the breaking of one, 
would savj& tke i^retching of the otiier-r-{'df*idfe). 

Madelon. How rich my La Gloire has ; got in 
^tlie wars !^ My father, too, has something to thmw 
in at our wedding : and, when we imeet, we shall- 
he the happiest couple in Piccardy. 



^O'^G.— Madelon. 

1 tremble to think, that my Soldier's so tK)!d ; 
To tee with wliat daiiger he ^ts aH hk gold ; 
T'Qt iia9|3^ all over 't>vill keq) put the .colfl, 
^^ we sb^m be warm wb^ we're marrieil. 

For riches, 'tis true that I cov^t them not. 
Unless 'tis to better ib^ dear ^SoicKer's lot ; 
And be Aall he maister of all I bftye got, ' 

Tbe very fir^ momeAt we^r^ inarriid. 

■ ■ / 

My heart, ho\f it beats, but to look to the day. 
In church when my father will give me away ( 
But that I shall laiigh at, Tve beard many Bay, 
4^ <^y or t^o irft«r we'r^ i)^ai;r|ed« 



i i 
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SCENE IV.— Catow, ^ Gate, kddirii; mt qT 

the Town. '\ 

I •■ ! 

Ut Citizen. Stand back ; they are coming. 

3d Citizen. Nay, my masters, they wift not 
forth this quarter of an hour. Men seldom move 
lightly on such a heavy occasion. . j -: , 

4ith Citissen. Who are the two others that have 
fiU'd up the number ? ' ' 

3d Citizen: Marrjr, turo more bf oW Eustache's 
family, llis own son ; knd the othei;,. .a^s 'tis ru- 
mour d, a relation, in the town, that few of us 
are acquainted withal. 

4th Citizen, That's ittaiigfc. 

3d Citizen. Why, aye ; but when a man chooses 
a rope for his preferment^ fe^fr are ftjund envious 
enough to dispute the title with him. — By the 
rood ! here th^ coitie ! 

■ 'C 

Enter Eustache, Ribaumont, La Glotre, 
John p'Aire, J. Wissant, P. Wi^sastt; ]g-o- 
ing to e3pecutim: aPfotessionofSotdierSjFriars, 
Nuns, Sgc. dccompdnying them. A solemn 7nd]'Ch; 
then a halt. 

Ribaumont. I prithee, peace, Eustache. I fain 
wou'd 'scape 
Observance from the rabble, t Hurry .o'er 
This irksome march; and straightway to the camp. 
Eustache. Enough. Set forth! We are en- 
gaged, my friends. 
Upon a business here, which most, I wot, 
Do think of moment ; and we would not waste 

D 
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The time in idle ceremony. On ! — 
Ere wp are usher'd to the English camp, 
— An4 most of ypu, I trust, \Till foUov thitl^Br,-r- 
We will bestow the little time allovv'd us 
In manly leave-taking. Strike ! and set onward. 
Citizens. Blei^s our coij^trypieu ! Blei^s our 
deliverets ! 



GLEE— 5^ the Persons of the Procession. 

Peace to the Heroes ! peace ! who yjeld theii* bloody 
And p^ish, nobly, for their Country's good : 
Peace to their noble soqls ! their bodies die ; 
Their fame sha}l flourish long inmenqpry ; ^ 

Recorded still, in future years, • 
jGrreen in a nation^ gratitude^ and tears. 



CHORUS. 



<v 



>^1 



$Qund ! found in. solemn strains, and slow ! 

PuUy beat .^e muffled drum ! 
Bid the hollow trumpet blow, , 
In deaden'd tones, clear,' firm, and low ; — 

For, see ! the patriot IJeroes come ! 



^vwaria theeni 0/ the Chmm»^ the Characters proceed em 
' their march out of the toivn; and,w1un the last peraonf of 

the procession are gping through the gates, the cuftaim 

drops.] 



Ei^D' OF THE SECONP ACT, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — An Apartment in the House of 

John de Vienne. 

» ' • » 

JEnt^r J VLI Ay in Man's apparel; and O'Carrol.] 

Julia. 

■ ■ • * ■ ' • ■ ' .•"■•, 

Come on ; bestir thee, good fellow !— Thou 
must be my guide, aiid conduct me. 

O'Carrol. Faith, and I'll conduct you with all 
my heart and soul ; and some ' good creatiire, I 
warrant, will be kind enough to sjhew me the way. 

JuRa. But art thou well assured, O'Garrol, of 
what thou hast iiiform'd me ? 

O'CarroL To be sure, I am well assured ; for 
I inform'd myself, and I never yet catch'd myself 
out in telling a lie. There were six of 'em^ as tall 
fellows as any in Fraftee, with ugly ropes about 
their good-looking necks, going to the town- 
gates ; and Count Ribaumont itiarch'd second in 
the handsome half dozeii. The whole town fol- 
lowed them with thetr eyes, till they were as full 
of water as if they had been peeping into so many 
mustard pots. And so, madam, knowing he loves 
you better than dear life, (which, to be sure, he 
seems to hold cheap enough at present,) and think- 
ing you would be glad to hear the terrible news, 
why I made all the haste I could to come and tell 
it to you. 

' Julia. And thus, in haste, have I equipp'd my- 
self. Come, good O'Carrol ;-— dost think I shall 
^scape discovery in these accoutrements ? 

p 2 
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O'Carrol. Escape ! — By my soul, lady, one 
would think you had been a young man from the 
very first day you were bom. Och ! what a piece 
of work a little trimming and drapery makes in a 
good fellow's fanpy ! A fppt is a foot, all the 
world over; — ^but take the foot of the sweetest 
little crpature that ever tript over greeu s^grd, 
and if it doesn't play ^X bo-peep under a petticoat, 
— ^faith, I don't know the reason of it, but it gives 
a plean contrary turn to a man's imagination. But 
what is it you would be after now. Lady iTiilld? 

JuUa. Something I wilj do ; and it nlust be 
speedy : at all hazards, we will to the English 
qamp, Q'CarrqJ :— ppportunity must shape the 
rest. . - ' 

Q'Carrol The c^mp r^-^Q ! faith that'« my eje- 
ipent ; and Heaven send us success ijoi it ! If aa 
irishmaxi's pr^yers> lady, coufd make ypu happy> 
your little n^art should sop^ be as light as a tea- 
ther-bed. 

Julia. I thank thee, my honest fellow : thy 
care for me shall not long go unrewarded. 

O'Carrol. Now th^ devil fetch rewarding, say. 
I ! If a man does his best friends a piece of ser- 
vice* he must be an unconscionable sort of an 
honest fellow to look for more reward than the 
pleasure he gets in assisting them. 

Julia. Well, well! each moment now is pr^T. 
cious! I , 

Haste thee, O'Carrol ; Time has wings.. 

O'Carrol Och! be asey, madam! we'll take 
the ould fellow by the forelock, I warrant him. 
When honest gentlemen's business calls jthem on 
a small walk to the gallows, a man may $et out ^, 
quarter of an hour behind them, and be certain of; 
meeting them upon the road: — ^J^nd, now I be- 
think me, madam, if we go out at the draw* 
bridge, from (he citadel^ hard by the hpufiei her€». 






we may be at the catnp ere tte poor souklMwe 
march'd theif body I'cmiid the battlements. 

Mia. ThoiJT say'stwdl; — atid we will fof'th 

that way: [O'Carrol? 

'Twill be most private,; too- Thoult follow nie, 

O' Carrol Aye^ that I would to the end of the 
\*ictel world, and a thousand miles beyond it. 

Julia. Yet, tarry here a while, till I prepare 
the means of our going forth. Join me a rew mi- 
nutes hence iii the hal^'CCarrol. ' . 
And Fortune frown not on a poor weak woman I 
Wha^ if she fail in this her last, sadsteuggle, 
Ii5 so surrounded. by a sea of grief^ 
That she must sink for ever ! \Exii. 

' O^(j!arroll And-, sinlc dr ^Wim, Til to the bbt- 
totoaldiig with yfm.-^-^h I what a sad tJiiteg in 
h to see sorwiw w«t' the st^t cheeks of a wottiattf 
Faitfei,' now, I canfO^rfiake out that sa^n^ crying, 
Ibr the liife of me. My sorrow is always of a diy 
sjort; that gives me a. sdre throat, - without eveif 
troubling my eyes aboutthe busint^sl' The camp i 
Well, Avith all my heftrt } It won't; be the iii-st 
time I have been present at a bit of a bustte; 

* • p 

X. SONG.r-0'Cm-o/i 

When I wa& atvbomtv 1 m& merry and fi%fcjt; 
My dad kept a pig, and my mother sold wUsky ; 
.My uncle was rich, but would never be asy 
- ^iH I was'enlisted by Corporal' Casey. 

Oh! rub a dub, row de dqw. Corporal Casey^l ^ 
My dear little Sheelah I thought wou'd run crazy; 
Wnen I. trudged a^vay with tough Corponijt Casey^ 

I march'd from Kilkenny, and as I'was thinking; 
' On Sheelah, my lieart in my^ bosom Was sinking ; * 
But moa I Was ibrced^to-look ktssk atf a) dai^, ' 
Fos fear of a drub))i]^ &qI|i Corporf^L C^^e]^. i 

Och! mb.a.duh, row de doiy, Corporal Caiey ! ,. 
The devilgo with him, F ne'er could be lazy, ' ^ 

He stuck in my skirts no. Quid Corpopral Ca^y. 
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We went into battle * \ took th^ blows £uriy. 

That fell on my pate, but they bothered me tarely t 

And If ho thoukl the first be that d^opt ? why, an't plaae ye. 

It was my good friendy honest Corporal Casey. 

Och ! rub a dub, row de dow, Corpocal Casey ! 

Hunks t, you are quiet, and 1 shall be asy ; 

So eight years I fought, without Corpofal Casey. 



lExH 



y 



SCENE It— The English Canqt. ' ' 

A Sc(fffhld in the back of the Scene : Tvo Wohk* 

M^N descend front it. — . ' 

* 

• . * • * 

\st Workman, There 'tis ;-ranid finished u a» 
pleasing a piece df. work as man could wish. t<y 
turn out of hand. If King Edward, Heaven bles^^^^ 
him ! give me not a pension for this, let, 'n ihake 
the next scaffold himself. Mass.! I woiild--*witb 
reverence be it spoken-^builda scaffold, and fix a 
gallows, with any King in Christendom. 

id Workman. Yea^ marry, if h« had not served 
his time to the trade. 

\st Workman. Yea, or if he had. — ^I have been 
prime gallows-maker, and principal hangman^ now, 
nine and twenfy years.-^— Thank Heaven ! neigh- 
bour, I have long been notorious. 

2rf Workman. Thou say'iJt tme, indeed. Thy 
enemies cannot deny thee that. 

\st Workman: And why, I pray you?~why 
have I been so? 

id Workman, Mass ! I know not I think 'tis 
thy good luck- 

1st Workman. Tut, I will tell thee. My pa- 
rents, I thank them, bred me to the gallows : 
marry, then, how was it ?-— why, look you, I took 
delight in my business. An you would be a good 
wwkman, - ever, while you hve, take a delight in 
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your business: I have beeii an honest, paips^taking 
man, . neighbour. No one, ia notorious without 
taking pains for it. 

2rf Workman. Truly, then, 1 fear my charactei* 
is naught* I never can bring myself to take pains 

for it . . ' 

Isti JVorkman. Thou art the morjB ito be . pitiedi 
I never made but one small mistake, ^ since I en- 
ter'd on business. • . 

QdlVorkman. I prithee^ nbw, tell tic! that. 
,* 1^^ Workman. 'Twas on execution day ; we 
were much thronged, and the signal was given full 
soon ; when, a pize on it ! I, whips me, in haste, 
the halter over the neck of an honest stander-by ;— ^ 
and I jerks me him up to the top of a twenty foof 
gibbet. Marry, the true rogue escaped by 't'; fori 
'twas a full hour ere the error was noted. But 
hast heard who the six be^ that will be here anon? 

Qd Workman. Only that they be citizens. They 
are e'en now coming hitherward. Some of our 
men have seen them ; they march/ as 'tis imported, 
wond'rous doleful. 

1^/ Workman, No matter ; taity till they ^tH 
my work; — that's all. An that do not content 
them,^ mark them for sour knaves. An a man be ^ 
not satisfied when a setsfo6t on iny scaffold^ say 
he is hard to please. Rot 'em ! your condemned 
men, now-a»-days, have no discernment. I would I 
had the hanging of all my fellow craft j I should, 
then, have some judges of my skill ; and merit 
would not go praiseless.— [^ flouriih.^—^o ! — the 
King is coming — ^stand clear, now, neighbour : — 
an the King like not my scaffold^ I am no tru<; 
inan. % . 

IJThey go on the scaffold. 
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JB^f^'KlKfi, 'QuEEir, HARCO\7ttT, Sill WA'LtElrti 

Manij^y, Arundel, Wauwick, Train-bearers^ 
Standards, ^c 

* Kiftg. Yes, good Philippa, 'tis our firm decree* 
And a full wise one, too; — 'tis but ju^t recompense^ 
For near twelve weary months their stubbornness 
Has caused u? linger out before their city* 
Should we not now resent, in future story , . r 
Our English wbujd be chronicled as duUurds ;-r- 
These French would mock us for the snails of war. 
Who bring our houses on our sluggish backs, 
To winter it before their mould'ring walls ; : 
Nay, every village, circled by a ditch, 
Would think itself a town impregnable ; 
Check the full vigour of our march, and worry 
Our ariinics with resistance. ' [pi*y 

Queeni And yet, my liege, I cannot choose but 
The wretched men, who now must suffer for it; 

King. Justice^ madam, 
Minute in her stern exercise of office, . . 
Is comprehensive in effect ; and when ' 
She pomtsiher sword to the particular. 
She aims at general good. — ■, 

' \ [Solemn nmsick, af a distance* 

But, hark ! they come. 



Are they within our lines ? 

Sir W. Mamty. They are, my liege. 
. Kmg. Peliver up Sir John de Vienne. 

\K%ng and Queen seat themselves (ma throne, erects 
• ed in the Camp, on the occasion of the ejcecution^ 

Enter Eustache, a?w^ the Keys; Ribaumon^, 
La Gloire, John d'Aire, J. Wissant, P^ 
WissANT, «;i^A Halters round their Necks j a 
Multitude of French JoUawing. 

King. Are these the six must suffer ? 
JEustache. Suffer ! — no ; — ^-* 
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Wfe cb embrace our fate : we glory in'tt 

They wha stand fo ward, sir, to y«W their lum, 

A willing forfeit, for their Country's. safety^ 

When they meet dea^ meet hpnoufi-^i-aud cejoict 

In the encounter. Sufter^ is a teiin 

The upright, and undaunted spirit, blots: 

From Death's vocabulary i. 

King. Now beshrew thee, knave ! 
Tliou dost speak bluntly. ' 

Earache. Aye, and cheerily. 
But to our purpose.ir^I am bidden, sir, 
I and my noble comrades, here, of Calais^ 
Thus lowly, at yourfeet^ to tenderfco you ^ 
Our City's keys; — [kneelsi and lays the keys at ibk 
; foot of the ^ t krone ;]^— and they do ffiiard a^ 
treasure \ 

Well worth a K^ing's acceptance ; for they- yidd 
A golden opportunity to mightin^s 
Of comforting, the wretched. Takebut thes^ ' ' 
And turn our ponderous portals on the hing^ 
And you v^iH &ad, in every • street, a document^ < 
A lesson, at each step, for iron power ' 

To feel for fellow men : — ^Our wasted soldiers 
Dropping upon their watch ; the dying modier 
Wailing her famish'd child ; the meagre son 
Grasping his father's hand in agony,-—. 
Till their sunk eyes exchange a feeble glSeaih 
Of love and blessing^ and tiiey botb expire. 

King. Your Citizens may thank themsehrei 
forH; wilfuhiess , 

Does ever th^s: recoil upon itself. / . ; 

Emstache. Sworn liegemen to their master, and 
their Monarch, • - ■ . . . ? 

They have pafbrm'd. their duty, sir. I truest . 
You, who* yourself are King, can scarcely blame 
Poor fellows for their 10)^1 ty*, 'Tis plain 
You do hot, sir; for nowycnr royal nature^* 
Olei-floWiS in clemency;, and setting t^ : : . i » 
All thought of crushing those beneath your feet, 
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— ^Whtch, in the heat and giddiness of conque^t^ 

The victor sometimes is seen guilty of,— 

Our town finds grace and pity at your hands. 

Your noble bounty, sir, is pleased consider 

Some certain tri/les we have sufFer'd ; such 

As a bare twelvemonths* sieges— a* lack of food ;— •' 

Some foolish grey-beaids dead by^t ;-7-some few 

heaps 
Of perish'd Soldiers ; and, humanely weighing 
These nothings as misfortunes, spare our people; — 
Simply exacting, that six useliBss citizens, 
Mere logs in the community^ and prized 
For nothing but their honesty, — come forth, 
Like malefactors, and be gibbetted 1 [taun^ 

. King. Villain and slave! for this thy daring 
(However before we might incline to listen,) 
We henceforth shut the ear to supplication. 

Eustache. Mighty sir! ' 
We march'd hot forth to supplicate, but die. 
Trust me. King, 

Wq could not covet anght, in your disposal, 
Would swell our future name with half the glory . 
As this same sentence, which — ^we thank you fbr't — ^* 
You have bestow'd, unask'd. 

King. Conduct them straight to execution ! " 

La Gloire [advancing to the kjt of Eustache]. Fa- 
ther ! 

Eustache. How now ? — Thou shakest ! 
r La Gloire. 'Tisn't for myself, then. — For my 
own part, I am a man : but I cannot look on our 
relations — ^and my Captain-^and on you, father — 
without feeling a something, that makes a womau 
ofmie. — But 1 

Eustache. Briefly, boy; wbatis't? 

\ La. Gloire^ Giye nae. thy hand, father! So— ^ 

[kisses it.] — ^And now, if I part with it, while a 

puff o£ breath remains in my body, I shall lose <)ne 

of the most sorro^vful comforts that ever poor fel- 
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low in jeopardy ,fik'd his heart upon. Were I biitl 

well assured poor Madelon would recover the news^. 

I could go iofF as tough as the stoutest. 

."• Ribaumdnt [advances to the right of EustacheJ, 

Farewell, old heart !• thy body doth inciase 

The noblest spirit Soldier e'er could boast, 

To face grim death withal. Inform our fellows. 

At the last moment given, on the scaffold, 

We, will embrace, and— — [a. mt^ed drum beats^ 

— r- ^Hatk 1. the signal beats. 

sEustache. Lead on. 

\They march up to the seaffdd. 

Soldier [without]. You cannot pass. 

Julia \without\ Nay, give me way ! 

. Enter JvLiAy <?wrf O'Carrol. 



Jt^lia* Stay, stay your hands ! desist, or-^s — * 

King. How now ! , 

Wherefore this boldness ? •, 

"■ Julia.' Great and mighty King! 
Behold.a youth much wronged. Men dp esteem : 
The Monarch s throne as the pure fount and spring 
Whence justice flows : and hete I cry for it* 

King. What is the suit thus urges ? ^ 

Julia. Please you, sir, 
Suspend a while this fatal ceremony,r-r- 
For therein lies my grief, — and I will on. 

King. Pause ye a while. — ^Young man, proceed. 

Julia^ Now, Heaven! 
Make firm my woman's heart ! [aside]. — ^Most roy- 
al sir ! 
Although the cause of this my siiit doth wound 
My private bosom, yet it doth involve, . * . * 
And couple widi ihc, a right noble ^harer.-^-i- 
'Tis you, great sir, y6u are yourself abused; 
My countrymen do palter wilii thce^ King : 
You did require 
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Six of oor citixensv first i n repute, ' 

4tiNL best considered of our town^ as victims . 

Of your highr throned anger. Here is one 

[Pomiing to Ribamumt^ 
I single out, and challenge to the proof ;^— : 

Let him stand forth ; — and here I do avouch 
H^ is no member of our city : 
He does usurp another's right; defeatsi [edl 

Your mighty purpose : and youc rage, which thirst^ 
For a rich draught of vengeance, nmst be served 
With the mere dregs of our community. 
. . Ribaumont \adfoajiuxs\. Shame ! I shall burst ! — , 
the dregs l-^ — • 

King. Thou self-will'd fool, [thdoa ? 

Who would run headlong into death, what art 

Ribaunumt. A man \-rAt% that content you, sir ! 
—Tis blood ^ 

Yen eraVe, — and,, withi an appetite so keen, '^ y 
Tis strange to find you nice about ib's. quality: 
But for this slavCj 

Who thus has dared ftelie me, did.not circumstance 
Rein in my wish— (O grant me patience, Heaven ( 
The -dregs !)-r-now,. by my soul.! I'd crush th6 
reptile - 

Beneath my feet; now, while his^ poisonous, ton^e 
Is darting forth it's venom'd slander on. me; v 

King. I will be satisfied in this* Speak, fellowT 
Say, what is thy condition? 

RibaumonK Truly, sir, 
Tis waste of royal breath to make this stir. 
For one, whom, some &w minutesr hence, youc 

sentence 
Must Biuk to nothing. Hencefo^rth i am dumb- 
To all interrogatioiu * ' 

Kin^. Now, by our diadem! — hut smwer ycfu. 
What IS his state ?*-— Say, of whose wretched place 
Isi.he the bold usurper ?' 

Julia. Sir^ of mine. 



\ 



{.' 



A PLAY. 61 



ffe diDes despoil me bf my i title ; icombs 
Bedeck'd in my just dues ; which, tis a citkcn^ 
<A youwgionetkxugh 1 1^0^ iwevelay cUuni to. ' 
i jwa y ouf. vktiWy sir ; dismiss this man, * 

Who, haply, c^tnes^ in pitytd Wty youth,, [wioiij^ 
And pludks tli0 glory fr6m Ttie, whiqh thi^ clei^ 
Si^oiild' grace Aiynawfe withal — and let mg die. '^ 
ffGip^oi. Di« !--4)cb, ' the devii 1 didttCHHnfe 
to the <(dmp foi I this r*— Macisiiii t ' <d)6ar, d^^d- 

n'.\Kin§: i^?Dhe gbryl — -Why, ty H«avent tbesb. 

Toywifch'^f'putiishmeffisl^ v> : • •. [vttigteti^ 

Eor:»theej' ^afell cStt>iplitirftitll»'^A)n brave oiir 
Prepare td nfiset iti * J ^V oke ttHee^ with this kiiavi^, ^ 
Whose insolence hath roiise^ our spleen, €iti4^ 

You both shall 6»4''flfey^'l! Wgetfer. • 

Ere I do meet itiy ftite, ' tr^tt wy knees 
I make one poor request. This matt, great sJr! 
(Tho'^ noJwr, there% reason wlvy he knows me not^^ 
I own doth totidittie<tteauly.-^I do owe him ; 
A debt of gratitude : — 'twould shock me sdre 
Tb sec him in bis agony ;— so, please yon, 
Command, that, in the order of our deaths, 
I may precede him. 

King. Well ; — so be it, then.— * 
Guards ! lead them forth. 
* ijtdia. And might he — oh, dread sir! 
Might he but live, I then should be at peace. 
• King. Conduct them to their fate. 

Julm \rises\. Then, ere we go^ a word at part* 

ing;— [dence^ 

For here your spleen o'erleaps the bound of praw 

The blood you now would spill, is pure and noble/ 

Nor will the i^dding of it lack avengers. 
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Shame on. disguise! off.with't^ my iocd! [ti> JRi^ 
kaunumt,^ — Behold » . 

Our France's foxemast champion; and rememfceV 
In ,many a hardy 'fight, the gaUant deeds fnioiitL 
{For fame has blown them loudly, King!) of ilibaui- 
Oft hajs he put you to't :— nay, late, at Cre$y, * 
Ask of your £Iack Pruice.Edward, there, bo\v long 
Ck>iiiit1 Ribaumoaxt and he were point to p^inti > 
JH^ has attack'd bur foe ; relieved our people; ' * 
Succoured our town : till cruel disappolntmeiit, , 
^here! he bad fix'd his g^Uajlt htort, did turn him 
Wild with despairing love... Old J^Qhn de Vienne 
I)enied his daughter to him;— droveijbinft' hither,' 
Xo meet your *rua}t¥ ;-J-and ri<>w, that d;iu^ter» 
Grown desperate a« W,i doth brave it. King!- 
And we will die. together- ' ;: 

' [Rum and embraces Ribaumant. 

Ribaumont. Hea^ep !— rjny /liulia ! 
Art thou then tine? — O give me utterance! 
Now, fortune, do thy worst l-^lthrm'Soffhiadisguueu 
You cannot, King ! 

You dare not, for your life, lay savage hands 
On female innocence J — ^and, for myself. 
E'en use -your will. 

[King descends from the throne; Harcourt kneels^ 
offers his arm ; and the Quee?i descendsy and 
goes opposite to the King. , t. 

King, Lady, you are free :-^— - — • ^ 

Our British Knights are famed for courtesy ; 
And it will ne'er, I trust, be said an Englishman 
Denied protection to a woman. You 
Must, under guard, my lord! abide our pleasure: — 
For the rems^inder, they liaye heard our will. 
And they must suflfer ; 'tis but fit we prove, 
$pite of their obstinate dud close defence, 
. Our English excellepce. 

Queen [kneels]. Oh! then, my, Liege, : 
prove it in mercy. 



